THE TRAIN

Dmitriyevna, swarthy as an Indian, offered herself as
theatre sister he did not take fright at her appearance
but rejoiced. At the very first glance he knew that she
was just what was wanted.

Orderlies he picked from mobilized men. The Red
Cross sent girls who had taken a nursing course.

He went to the barracks where people were squatting
on suit cases and bundles like a station waiting-room,
and called out:

"Any assistant army doctors here? Any dispensers?
Comrades, attention! Any dispensers here?"

A smallish woman came up to him; she had a boyish
face, a comical mixture of the roguish and the serious.
She wore a blue singlet,

"You're a dispenser?" asked Danilov.

"No,"  she replied.  "Pm a physical  training in-

structor."

"We don't need any physical training," he said.
She laughed,
"I know. Fll go as nurse,"
"No good," he said. "We need strong people for
that."
She laughed again, stooped quickly, seized him below
the knees, and raised him from the ground. Only for a
second, but she raised him.
"Not bad/5 he said.
She was standing erect, her breathing untroubled.
"What's your name?" he asked.
"Lena Ogorodnikova."
The big difficulty was in finding technical personnel.
Electrical engineers and mechanics were snatched from
under Danilov's nose. The transport service was reluct-
ant to part with repairmen. "Manage without them,"
tbejr told Danilov, "You'll be coming to us for repairs,
anyway."
The train itsdf had not yet left the repair yard. They
wore waiting for the head surgeon to come and sign for
it Supragov, the doctor, refused to undertake the
responsibility.